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Satire Suouid line a polisi’d razor keen, 
Wound with a touch that’s scarcely felt or seen.—LADY MONTAGUE. 


“© Political Pasquinades ¢ olitical Caric a os . r 
qt es and Political Caricatures ave parts (though humble ones,) of Political History. They supply information as tothe person and habits, 


often ast e motives ¢ biects of n a ; . 
é Oo the motives and ¢ bjects of public men, which cannot be found elsewhere."—CROKER’Ss NEW Wuic GUIDE. 
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Turkey with their Radical gravy ; and this, my first course—my first 
dish—the ‘‘ Royal Address soup,” they have actually soured by 





squeezing into itan Amendment Lemon. Curse their amendments, 
say I. But here comes Hume-rous Joe, one of the principal cooks 
of their gang. He is a fellow with a soul made up of save-alls, 
dish-scrapings, and candle-ends ; and has no notion of a snug sa 
lary and nothing to do for it. May he come in, sir? 

Bitt.—Turn him out—push him out—he'll ruin us ; he'll shorten 
my salary; turn him out of the house, I say. I'll give it him, with 


my energy and decision of manner. I'll teach him to come here 


with his paltry amendments. Stand by me, Bob; see how I'll give 


it him. Egad! he has spoilt my appetite. 





THE INTERPRETER. 





The Apostate. 


‘‘Sir F. Burdett did not vote either on the Amendment or for Speaker.”--- 
P 


Morning Paper. 
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Hei} Soa seas : Tied by the leg, his mouth locked up, and handcuffed, by his 
Liopliti Tt PRS . oer hope of a peerage, behold ‘‘ Westminster's Pride and England's 
ore TTA Glory !"—the never-to-be-forgotten Hero of the Tower—the chosen 





representative of Westminster for so many years! Shame on him! 
The mere hope of a peerage has smothered the fire of patriotism ; 
and he, the once-admired of millions, now sneaks from even the ex- 
ercise of his paltry privilege of voting against the minions of 
corrupt Toryism. We saw him in the little back room, while 

een ; : the division was going on, and watched nim,—anxious to vote 
Man-cook (Bos)—I can't help it, sir, upon my word, I can't. against the ode ate fearfal that the Tory might not be the 


A VERY NASTY DISH. 
Birt—Take it away, take it away! I don't like it—I won’t have | 


it; take it away, I say. Ill discharge vou, if you don't. It’s 


more than your place is worth to bring it to me. 


There's ‘ ine > 3 Bi se . See ; 2 ‘ 
eres a parcel of insolent fellows, shuffling about in the kitchen, | winning side. 
Willing to wound, and vet afraid to strike. 


who want to get me out of my place. Do what 1 can, they won't | 
But Sir Francis will soon find the electors of Westminster too 


let things alone. They keep stuffing their own ingredients into 
much for bim. 


all my Conservative hashes. They've basted that fine Church 


Vor. TY. 





G. Cowts, Prmter, 13, Newcastie Street, Straad 








The Tory Cripples. 

The Morning Chronicle, in its account of the division on the 
Amended Address says, that so hard run were the Tories, that two 
of their cripples were brought up in /itters to vote. The only Jitte- 
rary men associated with the Tory party, are Lords Mahon and 
Porchester. The one, the author of a Poem called ‘* The Moor,” 
which lived for a week, and then was heard of no more; the other, 
the getter up of a History of Portugal, from the papers of his 
great uncle or grandfather, Secretary Mahon. These are the two 
illustrious personages to whon the Tuft-huntérs, at the Scottish 
Literary Festival, did the honour of drinking—*“ Lord Porchester 
and the Poets of England,” and ‘“ Lord Mahon and the Historians 
of England,” just as ifaman should at a dramatic dinner, give as a 
toast—** Ayliffe and the other great Tragedians.” We are re- 
quested, however, to state, that it is not Lord Porchester, but his 


verses, that are crippled and go halting. 


Advantages of Respectability. 

‘‘We hear that the judges, who presided at the sessions at which the 
notorious Joseph Ady was convicted and sentenced to ‘transportation, have re- 
commended that his punishment should be commuted to a term of imprison- 
ment:’’— Observer. 

Cobbett very appropriately observed that when a lord was put 
in the pillory, the punishment was quickly abolished—and just so 


we find that when a “respectable " man gets found out, and sen- 


tenced to transportation, judges and magistrates join in recommend- 
ing the commutation of his punishment. Ady was one of those 
sleek, straight haired, smooth-faced, sanctified, broad-brimmed, 


square-coated old villains, who may be seen like rats, poking their | 


noses wherever corn, sugar, tallow, flour, or other necessaries of 
life are to be sold. A true Aminadab—an Obadiah of the genuine 
cut—was our “friend” Joseph Ady. Only to think of his being 
transported! What a rara avis would Joseph have appeared to the 
natives of New South Wales! and how the kangaroos would have 


stood on their hind-legs, and jumped with their jointed tails, on 
seeing Joseph, “moved by the spirit '’ But such things must not 
be. If Joseph had been a poor little boy, who picked a pocket 
half unconscious of the crime, Joseph would have been, in the due 
Had Joseph been a Dorchester la- 


course of justice—‘ lagged.’ 
to get his wages raised 


bourer, and dared to ‘ meet tumultuously * 
above starving-pitch, although thousands upon thousands of his 
fellow subjects had gone down to pray for his release, vet would 
Joseph have been torn from his home and family, and transported. 
But sly Joseph is none of these ; Joseph is a 
down go Mr. Buxton and Mr. Fry, and a few more ‘ respectable’ 
people, to the Home Office. 
magistrates palavered—the jury brow-beaten—and the Secretary 
for Home Affairs humbugged; and Joseph will undergo for his 


wholesale swindling trade carried on for fourteen years, about as | 


long a punishment as a poor man suffers for selling an nuustamped 
newspaper! ‘Some time since ~ the newspapers say, “ Mr. Ady 


was a Quaker, but he has left the society for the last seven 


** ] 
vears, 
crime than thev find out that he is not a Scofei/man—but an /rish- 


man. 


A PRIVY COUNCIL. 


on thus far with 


Bob. Arthur, it will not do—lI have carried it 
this I cannot go. 


«a bold face and smooth tongue; but farther than 
Arthur. Nonsence—Take another glass 
hob Who is to pay for it? They'll stop the supplies. 
Arthur, I am heartily tired of it—night after night am I worried 
with questions, like astray pig ina keanel of hounds, each little 
dog velping and snapping at me; there am | compelled to remain 
bowing and scraping to them, like Cochrane on the Westminster 


Oh, 


The judges are gammoned—the | 


Just so in Edinburgh, no sooner does a man commit a | 
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| hustings, thanking every fellow who threw a rotten cabbage in 
his face. I can’t stand it,and I won’t stand it. 

Lyndhurst. Why, Bob, you'll soon out-manceuvre them ; threaten 
them with a dissolution—some of the Irish members have not got 
enough money to pay their passage back to their constituents. 

Hob. Ah! and for that very reason they will hold the Speaker 
downin the chairand not suffer the house to be dissolved, Alas! Alas ! 
it’s all up with us. Oh, our glorious constitution ! oh, our venerable 
|church! oh,our colleges and halls! oh, our places and pensions! 
/all, all, are going, going—gone.—(/aints.) 

Arther. Give him some brandy, Lyndhurst, and see what he has 
| got in his pocket.—(Lyndhurst picks Peel's pocket, and brings out 
a paper, )—Reads. * Plan for the formation of a new Ministry.” 

Arthur, There’sa rascal for you—but let us see his plan. 

Lyndhurst, (Reads.)—*“ First Lord of the Treasury—myself ; 
Chancellor of the Exchequer—my brother; Lord Chancellor—Mr. 
Horace Twiss; President of the Board of Trade—Mr Praed.”’ 

Arthur, No more, no more. Take a cab and fetch Stanley and 
Graham, and tell the butler to put Peel in a coach, order the King 
to be here in half-an-hour, and we shall soon settle Sir Robert.— 
| (Lyndhurst vanishes.)—What a country this is—the people will 
| not be quiet—they actually dare to think of choosing their own 
Be it so; they may get rid of Billy, but not of me. 











governors, 
Let me see, the horse guards, the foot guards, and the artillery. 
will make a very good administration, and we can take the sense 
of the country by putting a pistol to John Bull's head—and now 


for the King. 


na er eee eer 


REMARKABLE CASE OF ABDUCTION, 


A middle-aged female, named STAN Ley, has been recently car- 
ried away from her friends by an elderly man, named Jem-Grahain. 
Great threats and intimidation have been used to this amiable and 
exemplary female, for some time; and one day last week, Big- 
whiskered Jem, attended by Fascinating Bob—Hughes Hughes. 
Denham, alias Pill-Garlic—and 


ee 


otherwise known as .Vo-use—Phil 
a number of other well-known dissolute characters, rushed into the 
| lady’s house, alarmed her with a cry that the neighbouring Cuurcn 
|was in danger, and carried her off to Fascinating Bob’s hut, where 
the marriage was consummated ; and the lady, whether she will or 
‘not, is now totally in the power of this gang of ruffians. 





‘ respectable Inan: so | 


ANSWER TO THE AMENDED SPEECH 





The scene, we understand, was richly ludicrous. Billy and the 
court were all in their best trim, surrounded by al! the pompous 
nothings who constitute royal state, with the intention of making 
a due impression on Hume, O°Connell, and Lord John Russell ; and 
desirous to shake them withawe at the sight of the Majesty which 
‘they had ventured to insult, by daring to differ with it in opinion, 
A shuffling and scraping of feet was heard at the door, and voices. 
supposed to proceed trom the Scotch members, recommending their 
vreat coats to the care of the servants, who stood aghast at the 
dirty boots, bad hats, and Irish-cut coats, about to enter the pre- 
sence of rovalty. \s soon as the address had been read to the 
King, his Majesty, after a preliminary hem! spat out his quid, and 
ididressed his faithful Commons :— 
of the House of Commons, 


‘IT suppose you have intruded here to 
naked truth. by coming without vour breeches, shoes, and stockinys, 
endure this affront. 


‘ y j , 
frentleme ? 
} 


insult me, and tell the 


f am not the man tamely to 
‘“ You ought to be content with the Reform I promised you, and 
thank God [ give vou so much. Hungry dogs should eat dirty 


' pudding 


ns 


” 
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‘‘T shall change my Ministry when I choose, where I choose, 
and how I choose, without asking your permission. Every cock is 
king of his own dunghill.” 


! 


This was the gracious speech which his Majesty delivered, with | 


much emphasis and little discretion. O'Connell had some diffi- 


culty in keeping his tail quiet—who were ripe for a row with the_ 


centlemen-pensioners, while the Scotch Members were rather disap- 
pointed, at not being asked to “tak a cup of kindness,’ as the 
morning was rather wet and cold. 


eC _ — 


Parliamentary Openings. 
Lord Stanley regretted he was not in a situation— 
Sir J. Graham said he was not satisied— 
Mr. Gully said that the Honourable Gentleman struck him. 


Sir R. Peel was not prepared, at the present moment, to submit | ed ; , 
Majestvy—a direction which the waggish functionary followed to 


to the House— 
Mr. Praed had yet to learn— 
Sir H. Hardinge said he had the fullest assurance— 
Mr. Wakley observed he was very much indebted— 





er 2) ee oe re ce ee 


BREVITIES. 





ee 


The admireable House. 
waiting on his Majesty in dirty boots, on a late occasion. We are 
not much surprised at it, considering the dirty ways some of them 
have lately travelled, and the dirty house they belong to. 


The late Hurricane. 


The late tempestuous weather has been attributed to an effort on 
the part of the new Adininistration to rafse the wind, in case the 
supplies should be stopped. 


The Bottomless Pit. 





The Tories profess their intention of following Pitt’s example 


and sticking to place in spite of the majority against them. But 
they will assuredly find it a Pit-fall—spread for their rnin. 
The Fine Arts. 
Sir Robert Peel professes to spend much money on the Arts. | 


The Tories get their money by “Ais Arts. 


For-bearing. 


A gooe Memory, 
If the Tories dissolve the House of Commons, the country wil! 
re-member it, as they did before, 


THEATRICALS. 





The Queen made her first appearance, this season, at Covent 
Garden, on Saturday last, but as her visit was not thoroughly incog, 
the lessee did not get much by it. Her performance on Monday, 
at Drury Lane, was therefore advertised and placarded, and a dune 
number of royal and curious snbjects, as well as a jury of matrons, 
who were sworn for the occasion, attended. We were exceeding!) 
amnsed by the sad mishap which befel a party of high-capped. 


| cock-nosed, sour-faced old maidens who had given special diree- 


tions to the box-keeper, to place them as near as possible to her 


| the letter, by settling them right underneath the royal party. 


The Queen was all simper and curtsey, and was exceedingly well 
received. Some brutes in the gallery, however, with a silly for- 
getfulness of decency and manhood, hissed and hooted her. Now, 
whatever part the Queen may foolishly have taken in politics, it 
should never be forgotten that she is a woman, and as such, en- 
titled to respect aud consideration when she appears in public.— 
Poor Prince George, who was with her, is a puny scion of a worn- 


| out stock—pale-faced, meagre, silly-looking, and childishly idi- ti 
Much has been said of the Members of the House of Commons '! 


(‘ommercial men declare that Baring’s management of business, | 
‘and thine as thee and then, thus, ‘ Put up thy sword,’ is alwavs 


as President of the Board of Trade, is past-bearing—and too over- 
bearing. 
Signifying nothing. 
-A sound speech was that of Sir Robert's, the other night,” 
suid Stanley to Lord Brougham. ‘ Sound—and_ nothing 
replied the caustic speech-maker. 


more— 


A new Name. 
The numerous elections since the passing of the Reform Bill 
would indnee us, in speaking of it, to drop the title of Russell's 
Purge, and call it Russell's elect-uary. 


The Beer Bill. 
} 


The Ministry are about to amend the Beer Bull, a 
which is exactly suited to their half-and-half polieyv 


measure 


The Ex Speaker. 


His Majesty has not forgotten his Manners, but has 


him to a-count, by making him a Vis-count. 
Io Bacche:! 
Mr. Hume’s repeated motions for Returns, are only a Sfort Cutto 


the destruction of the Tories. 


in appearance. The old maids, and ladies of the Court looked 
very badly, and the party altogether cut a poor figure. We wish 
the Royal Family would pay for their large pensions by shewing 
themselves more in public—it would cause more money to be 
spent—besides, we should see what are the things and toys for 
which onr pockets are so heavily taxed. . 

There was one sentence in the play selected, Kenilworth, which 
told heavily against poor Adelaide. Queen Elizabeth says in anger. 
‘T will have but one mistress in this kingdom—and no master.’ 
The andience tittered, then chuckled, and then broke out into a 
roar of laughter, which compelled poor Adelaide to sneak behind 
the curtain of the box. Mrs. Sloman’s ‘ Queen Elizabeth’ was 
horrible—a scoldiug, screaming, storming Billingsgate fish-fag 
could not have been more vulgar and disgusting, 


Bennet, in Varney, outheroded Herod, and treated us, first 


ito a bit of Kean, then to aslice of Macready, next to a re- 
| collection of Kemble, making his performance a sort of hash of 


reminiscences, such as Mathews, Mitchell, or Yates, could give 
us. We wishto know what authority Mr, Bennet and other actors 
at the great houses, have for their peculiar pronounciation of thy 
We hold it 


to be an in- 


given by them as, * Put up the sword.’ 


| defensible affectation, and we are anxious to know by what inge- 


nuity it canbe excused. The ups and downs of Bennet’s voice 
are very painful to the ear, and give the auditor an indefinite sen- 
sation of listening to a_half-drunken, loud-prating, methodist 
preacher. 

We seriously advise Mr. Wilson to 
Lestocg. His Dimitri is a dreadfully unhappy performance ; 
however inclined we may be to give ourselves up to the illusion of 
the stave, it is a verv difficult task to fanev that ans women 


could be in love at the same time, with such a stupid looking 


brush up his courage in 


and 
fwo 


fellow. 
At the Adelphi, Yates has lost a glorious opportunity of dis- 
tinguishing himself as an actor, by comparison of his performance 


of Robert Macaire, with that of Lemaitre. Bnt he has suffered 
this opportunity to slip, of rescuing imself from the carpenter and 


machinist kind of fame, which he has recently acquired, His 
fobert Macaire is a blackguard and brutal performance; without 


genius or refinement; all bustle and no repose. He must have 


seen Lemaitre—can he have forgotten the finish, the tranquillity, 
Robert 


the psuedo gentility, and dirty elegance of the real 
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Macaire. He has preserved, or rather caiicatured the famous 
speaking snuff-box, but lost the graceful impudence, and vagabond 
vonchalance of the character. Yates’ performance is bursting with 
effort and trick—every thing that is gross is filthily dwelt upon ; 
We 


ision to praise Mr. Yates, that we hope he will take 


every part that can disgust is forcibly exaggerated. have so 
often had oe 
our rebuke in goud part, and cast a careful and revising eve on the 


whole ofthis performance; otherwise it will lose him many friends. 


Buckstone is very droll as Gribby, but Buckstone should see the 
Gribby at the English Opera House. He looks all through the 
piece like a startled rabbit, with his ears turned back, expecting 
to hear the cry ‘pulice... Reeve asa swindling Baron, is rich, and 
of fine flavour. We know not of a better scene on the stage than 
the game at ecarte, played by Macaire and the Baron, each in the 
trick the other. In spite of our 
rest of the audience, were in a 


persuasion that he is about to 
eritical bile, we ourselves like the 
roar of laughter the whole time, and squeezed ourselves at the ter- 
mination of the performance, out of the close packed box, with 
aching sides, 

The shutting up of the Strand Theatre has deprived no Jess than 
eighty-six families of a comfortable subsistence, and all this to 
gratifv, as we have heard, a private pique of the King’s against 
Rayner. It appears that Rayner, having been told that the King 
would not allow any theatre to be licenced so near to the large 
houses, replied in that low, vulgar manner which is natura? to 
him, that the King—might do something which the King would 
do. Adolphus Fitz, who, inheriting his reputed father’s 
taste, is always haunting side-scenes, and besetting green-rooms, 
to pick up petty scandal and flirt with second-rate actresses, carried 
this delicate morsel direct to the King’s ear: whereupon the dig- 
nity of the House of Hanover was so insulted, that King 
William swore ‘ By G—d,’ Rayner never should have a licence. 





not like t 


However, the Whig Lord Chamberlain could not be got to do the | 


dirty work effectually, but no sooner had the lick-spittle Lord Jersey 
place—than he professed himself ready to do any dirty 
ise the King, and so the spy-system was put intu action 


vot the 
work to ple 
ou the old Tors 
tined, and the theatre finally closed. 
see Mitchell on Wednesday in his old character, ‘ Man-Fred,’ at 
the Victoria, where, rather to our surprise, we find it as muci re- 
lished as within the more courtly and polite precincts of a Lord 


plan—the actors summoned to Bow Street and 
We were glad, however, to 


(hamberlain’s jurisdiction. 

Not having to attend to our Parliamentary duties this week, for 
be it known we invariably give a silent vote, we attended little 
Pelzer. the pretty euitarist’s first concert, and were much pleased 


with her performance. 


Another masquerade has been given at the English Opera House. | 


It surprises us that a pious Lord Chamberlain, who considers the 
opening of the Strand Theatre an encouragement to immorality, 
can permit such an assemblage of all that is loose and disorderly in 
town, as these Brome’s masquerades. 
entertainment, the dear and dirty supper, the filthy wines that are 
forced down the parched throats of the visitors, the riotous men, 
the tipsy women,the gross sensuality and profligacy of these m isque 
rades render them a complete nuisance. We cannot imagine what 
elassof persons are induced to pay a guinea for the sake of walking 
about in a theatre, when the usual admission is five shillings—and 
parading in company with depraved and abandoned wretches, who 
may be met in the thoroughfares of the metropolis, from night till 
morn. lf it be only to check these exhibitions of licentiousness 
aud immorality, we are glad to hear that the Eaglish Opera 


season is about to commence with a strong company. 


The impndent mockery of 


Se . 
a 


eR 


NOTICES. 





We have not heard that ‘ The Avenger’ is published. We think it appeared 
in print some years ago, under the name of ‘ The Outlaw,’ or ‘ The Outcast,’ 
or some such out-of-the-way title. 


A note is left at our publisher’s for our well-beloved ‘ Imp of Darkness.’ 


An Englishman is informed that arrangements are now in progress to re- 
print the whole of * Figaro in London ;’ in the mean time, our publisher has 
on hand afew volumes of each year. 


Where is Argus? 


Spurred on by the fervour of the public, we have already raised heaven and 
earti to gratify them, and now proceed to cater fortheir amusement in the 


recion below. 


OUR NEXT NUMBER WILL CONTAIN, 
THe FPoULITIiCads 
DEVIL’S WALE, 
WITH SIX ILLUSTRATIVE CARICATURES, 
BY 
THE AWFUL SEYMOUR! 
Subscribers are requested to secure hot-pressed copies on this terrific occa- 
sion, by an early order to their Newsmen. 
It is particularly to be noticed, to prevent imposition, that the price will no! 


be raised, but still continue ONE PENNY. 


A NEW DAILY PAPER! ! ! 
ON TUESDAY NEXT, 
THE BARBER’S JOURNAL: 


EDITED BY A CUNNING SHAVER, 


PRICK ONE PENNY. 


This Paper may be received at Manchester, and all towns within one hun- 
dred miles round London, at the same time as the usual Daily Papers. It 
will contain the Parliamentary Debates, the News of the Day, Police, Acci- 
dents, &c., omitting merely the verbiage of the penny-a-liners and the adver- 
tisements. 
arrangements 


ra’ ° ° ° o9 
he publication has been postponed, until the necessary 


might be perfected, to ensure an extended sale and deserve extensive patronage 


NOLES’S PATENT MEDICATED BANDS will cure Rheumatisin. 

/ COLES’S PATENT TRUSSES will Cure Rupture, ‘‘ Read CoLe on 
Riieumatism, or CoLe on Rupture. 

Sherwood and Co. and W. Strange, Paternoster-row. 

Sixpence per dozen.— Manufactory 3, Charing Cross. 


One Penny 


"ESHE FINEST BEAVER HATS, 21s. 
BEST BEAVER HATS, 17s. 6d. 


SUPERB GOSSAMER HATS, 12s. 


The above are manufactured of the most choice materials, and 
finished in the highest style of fashion—they never spot with 
rain nor lose their shape. 
FRANKS AND CO., 
Sole Patentees and Manufacturers 
; 140, Regent Street, West 
London "4a' s.5 Ps : 
62, Redcross Street, City 
Paris 97, Rue Richelieu 
Edinburgh, 6, St. Andrew Street 
Dublin. 3, Sackville Street 





Franks and Co. are the only Manufacturers who really supply the Public at the 


N.B.- 


Wholesale Price 


G. Cowi1r, Printer, 13, Newcastle Street, Strand. 


PUBLISHED (for the Proprietor) by W. STRANGE, 21, PATERNOSTER ROW. 


Each, or 
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